FIRST  VISIT  TO  PARIS	1O£
laughed still more to see the Doge and twelve of the Coun*
cil dance a fassecatlle in comic togas.
All the Italian actors then in Paris received me with
kindness, and entertained me sumptuously. The richest of
them was Pantaloon, who was known to be a usurer. He
was the father of two charming daughters, Coraline an<
Camille. Coraline was the favourite of the Prince of
Monaco, the son of the Due de Valentinois; and Camille
was in love with the Comte de Melfort, the friend cf the
Duchesse de Chartres, since become Duchesse d'Orleans, by
the death of her father-in-law.
Coraline was prettier than Camille, but not so lively.
I paid my court to her at odd times, as became a man of
no importance. Sometimes when I was there the prince
would arrive. At first I used to withdraw discreetly when
he -appeared, but after a time I was asked to remain, and
discovered that a prince is often much bored by a tete-a-tete
with his mistress. We would sometimes sup together, and
then his role was to listen, and mine to amuse.
The prince was always most amiable to me. One morning
when I went in, he said: 'Ah! I am glad to see you, I
promised the Duchesse de Ruf e to present you to her; come,
we will go there at once.3
What, another duchess! I was in luck. We got into a
devil, as the then fashionable carriage was called, and ar-
rived at the duchess's house at eleven o'clock in the morning.
Reader, if I gave you a faithful picture of this terrible
woman, you would be horrified. Imagine an old, old face,
like a death's-head, plastered with rouge, set on a lean
figure, all skin and bone, the result of the accumulation of
sixty winters. The hideous hag bade me sit on the sofa be-
side her, and paid me the most outrageous compliments. The
smell of musk nearly made me sick. The prince, pretending
he had business elsewhere, left us alone, and then her atten-
tions became so pressing, that, snatching up my hat, I in-
continently fled, trembling lest the porter should refuse t<r
open the door to me-

